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CHARTER DIME 


// 


// 



shal wakes up, reeling from the nightmare of last night, sweat dripping from her 


forehead. This is the 137 th time she’s suffered from these dreams, dreams not containing 
monsters, or phobias, or any other subjects common in nightmares, but of her immense feelings 
of homesickness, a feeling she never expected to feel, let alone dream about. After all, joining 
Starfleet has been a dream of hers since she was only 9 years old, but the feeling of being back 
on Raal, looking out at the Voroth Sea only strengthens her lust for the fuzzy comfort of home. 


She glares at her bedside clock, straining her eyes to focus, the time is 8:06 AM, only 1 
minute and 35 seconds past her average wakeup time. She groggily lifts of the blankets of her 
bed and stands up, as if this is her first time standing. Shuffling her feet, she slowly makes her 
way to the bathroom, leaning on any item within reach as if the ground was quaking. Turning 
on the sonic shower, she steps in, a portal of energy both refreshing her for the new day, as well 
as cleansing her of any foul memories of the night before. After performing her daily morning 
ritual, getting clothed, eating her breakfast, checking her satchel for any potential missing 
assignments or materials, she sets off for her first class, “Survival Strategies” taught by Admiral 
Paris, a instructor she loathed. 


Now, time to set off into the main corridor, one of the busiest sections of the entire 
academy. Ashal tries her best every day to blend and hide in the massive crowd, but Henry 
Akijaan, the leader of Gold Squadron, always manages to catch her in the mess, no matter how 
well she is hidden. 


“Hey, Ashal!” says Henry playfully. 

“What do you want this time, Henry? The usual routine?” says Ashal begrudgingly. 

“It’s not what I want, Ashal. It’s what you need. Just remember, you know where my 
quarters are if you suddenly decide to accept my offer.” 

“You must be suffering from amnesia to ever think that I would ever do anything with 
you. Do you need to visit the academy’s medical bay?” says Ashal. 
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Henry slams his fist on the wall, leaving a small dent and attracting the attention of the 
rest of the Gold Squadron across the hall. His face is red with anger, “It would be in your best 
interest to never talk to me in that tone again. Don’t who know who I am? Don’t you know the 
power and influence of Gold Squadron? If I want something, I get it. No questions asked.” says 
Henry menacingly. 

Ashal walks away, giving him one last glance before leaving. She always knew that 
Henry had been corrupted by power once he assumed command of Gold Squadron, but Henry 
has gotten worse over the past year. Every denial from her only angers him more, sometimes to 
the point of worry from Ashal. She always thought that maybe he was hiding something from 
her and the rest of Gold Squadron, considering the fact that his attitude has changed from silly 
flirting to serious accusations and outbursts, like this recent one, but she dismisses the thought 
for two reasons: it’s illogical and based on unproven accusations and she doesn’t want to 
entertain the idea because, frankly, it frightens her. Henry has immense influence over his 
squadron, the professors, and even some of the school officials, and he, theoretically, could 
even get away with murder if he wanted. 

After skillfully navigating through the giant crowd to the lunchroom, Ashal meets up 
with Jakob, Nult, and K’tok, her best friends since year one of the academy. Jakob, the 
stereotypical idea of a “nerd”, always bullied for his looks, rarely befriended, and always taken 
advantage of and used as a scapegoat, especially from members of the Gold Squadron. Nult, 
the quiet type, usually, but can be fun and the life of the party when not at the university. Nult is 
a prospective diplomat and the “voice-of-reason” within the group. Finally, K’tok, the wanna 
be warp core specialist, much to the disapproval of his father, Tang. K’tok has been fighting a 
secret battle between his father’s prospects of him becoming a warrior or disowning him, or his 
skills as an engineer. When put into a corner or threatened, however, he turns into a fearsome 
Klingon warrior, if only for a minute, much to the surprise of the rest of the group. Jokingly, 
they all refer to themselves as the “Cadets of the Square Table”, and all share one common 
feeling, a feeling shared by almost all cadets, the hatred of Gold Squadron. 

Suddenly, there came a commotion from an adjacent side of the cafeteria, focused 
toward one of the holoscreens on the wall. The group got up and pushed through the crowd to 
listen to the announcement. After the crowd heard the news, an unprecedented silence roared 
through the crowd. Cadet Layla has been found dead near the Quantum Cafe last night. She 
was reported by her roommate after not returning back to her quarters for the night. The group 
was stunned, but the most affected by it all was Jakob, Layla was his friend. After the group 
returned to their table, Ashal was the first to speak. 

“Jakob, are you feeling alright?” 


Page 2 


“I know. . . I knew Layla. She was one of my best friends. I still can’t believe it. I was 
just talking to her two days ago. Imagining her dead just doesn’t seem possible to me. I just 
want to know who would do this to her! She was quiet and nice to anyone she met. As far as I 
know, she didn’t have any enemies.” 

“I may have an idea of who would’ve done this,” said Ashal, ’’but I have absolutely no 
evidence to prove this assumption other than my recent experiences.” 

“Well, what are you waiting for? Tell us!” said K’tok eagerly. 

“I believe that Henry may be behind this. I don’t think he might be the murderer, but he 
may have been involved in some way or another.” said Ashal. 

“You mean, Henry Akijaan? The leader of Gold Squadron? Wouldn’t that be very risky 
for him considering the fact that everyone knows who he is and many people hate him and are 
looking for any reason to hate him further?” said Nult. 

“I know the implication is rather illogical,” said Ashal, “but with his position and the 
amount of influence he has, he could murder someone and get away with it, along with 
assistance to help him cover it up. I also believe that he isn’t the only one involved in this, but I 
have absolutely no evidence, physical or anecdotal, to verify this.” 

“You mentioned that you have had experiences with Henry, what kind of experiences?” 
said Jakob. 

“For the last year, Henry has been “hitting” on me, as the human phrase goes. Almost 
every day, even today, he will call me over like an animal and attempt to get me to go with him 
on a date, however, with every failed attempt, his patience appears to fade, and he gets more 
agitated with every disapproval from me. But today may have been the worst of them all. I 
walked out of my dorm room into the hallway as he called me over, I obliged and went over to 
him expecting the same routine as usual. However, this time, as I rejected his advance, he 
punched the wall out of anger, so hard, in fact, that it left an approximately 3.6 inch wide and 
half-centimeter deep dent in the wall. This, obviously, attracted the attention of the rest of the 
Gold Squadron across the hallway, and any other cadet within earshot. But what he said next 
was the most alarming part of it all. He said, ‘It would be in your best interest to never talk to 
me in that tone again. Don’t who know who I am? Don’t you know the power and influence of 
Gold Squadron? If I want something, I get it. No questions asked.’, and that was it. I just 
walked away without saying anything else to him for fear of provoking him again.” 

“We all knew that one of these days, the power and influence would get to his head.” 
said Nult. 

“We should attack and interrogate him.” said K’tok in usual Klingon tone. 
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“As much as I’d love to do that, K’tok, we can’t just kidnap a man and interrogate him. 
If Henry is responsible for murder, as we think he is, threatening him will only place our lives 
in danger.” said Nult. 

“But Layla needs justice for her death! Gold Squadron has so much influence over most 
of the cadets in this school and even most of the administrators, that no one will even be brave 
enough to accuse the leader of the squadron of murder. We need to do something to get Henry 
out of command and barred from the academy. I don’t know about you, but I don’t feel safe 
having a murder walking in these halls.” said Jakob. 

“Jakob, I will try to make sure that Henry will never walk these halls again. For Layla. I 
do not know how yet, but I will find a way, I promise.” said Ashal. 

“If you need any assistance, Ashal, we will help. And Jakob, if you need any comfort, 
we will always be here for you.” said Nult. 

“I second this.” said K’tok. 

“Thanks guys, but I’ll be fine.” said Jakob. 

As Ashal was walking back to her quarters after her last class, she suddenly had an idea, 
one that will land her in a lot of trouble, no doubt, but one that will prove most effective in 
potentially finding evidence for a conviction. 


One that will seek justice for Layla. 
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CHARTER TWO 

"Actio i\is speak louder than words" 


J oday is the day. Ashal spent all night thinking over every single possibility about her plan. 

What will be the outcome? What if she doesn’t find anything? What if Henry finds out? Will he 
kill her too? Is it a logical decision? She also attempted to think of any other ways to get the 
information she needed, but the only ‘logical’ solution was this: she needed to break into 
Henry’s quarters and collect as much information as she could, without being detected. The 
hardest part of it all, she had to do it alone, for fear of implicating her friends as well as her. 

But now was the time to enact these ideas. Ashal got up at exactly 8 o’clock sharp, took 
a sonic shower, dressed, ate breakfast, checked her satchel, and headed out the door. Today, 
however, something seemed off. Henry wasn’t in his usual spot, waiting for her to exit, but 
Ashal was too focused on her ‘mission’ to worry about that, after all, her mission required her 
full attention for it to succeed. Her mind was racing, she couldn’t pay attention in classes and 
during lunchtime, she didn’t even eat her meal. And today at lunch, Jakob was the only one at 
their usual table. 

“Ashal... Ashal!” persisted Jakob. 

“What is it Jakob?” said Ashal. 

“You haven't even touched your fork! Are you okay?” 

“Yes, I’m fine, I didn’t get very much sleep last night.” 

“Was it the nightmares again?” 

“Surprisingly, not this time.” 

“Ashal, was it about Layla?” said Jakob accusingly. 

“Yes.” said Ashal mournfully and sullenly. 

“Ashal, I was thinking about what you said yesterday, you aren’t planning anything, are 

you?” 


“Like what?” 
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“Like, revenge towards Henry, justice for Layla, perhaps?” 

“No! I would never do something as illogical as that!” insisted Ashal. 

“Ashal, I’ve known you ever since we arrived at the academy, and I can tell when you 
aren’t exactly telling the truth, but enough about that, you need to eat, or you’ll never make it 
through the rest of the day.” 

“It’s just that I’ve been feeling a little ‘homesick’ recently, and this has been affecting 
me for awhile.” 

“Well, when break rolls around, you can go back home to Raal and visit T’uhl.” 

“Yes, that I will.” said Ashal assuredly to herself. 

“Hey, Ashal, tonight, why don’t you come to my place and help me study for my Field 
Medical Procedures quiz? At, say, about 1830 hours?” 

“Yes, that sounds like a good idea. It might help me take my focus off Layla and Henry.” 
said Ashal. 

It is now 1530 hours, classes are over, and Ashal has no intentions of visiting Jakob. 
Right now, the only thing on her mind is gathering evidence. She knows exactly where Henry’s 
quarters are, and as far as she’s heard, he’s off on another one of his “Friday night escapades” 
over at the Quantum Cafe. As she rounds the corner, she doesn’t see any of the Gold 
Squadron’s members hanging around their usual meeting spot, probably because they’re all at 
the bar with Henry. As Ashal was walking down the corridor, only a few meters from his door 
felt like miles for Ashal, it was as if time had slowed and every single worry about the mission 
had hit her like a phaser blast to the stomach. Every fiber of her being told her to turn back, 
give up and don’t risk your entire career over this, but she persisted. 

She reached his door, but, unsurprisingly, it was locked. Using skills she had learned 
from her tactical classes, and a little bit of knowledge from K’tok, she hacked into the door’s 
locking mechanism without leaving a trace, allowing access to his dorm. Everything looked 
normal from first view, pretty shocking for a synthale-guzzling egomaniac and potential 
murderer. As she searched the room, she looked for anything that may have looked out of place, 
strewn clothes, open drawers, locked cases. As she looked, she found his wardrobe. 

“If he murdered Layla, there is a possibility that he could have blood, hair, or phaser 
residue on one of his uniforms.” she thought. 
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She searched and scanned every single bit of his clothing, shoes, hats, uniforms, even his 
rank pips and combadge, no results. Ashal started to feel defeated. It wasn’t until she got to a 
locked box hidden beneath a pile of clothing resting on the bottom of his wardrobe, that she 
started to feel as if all this trouble was worth something. As she was attempting to unlock the 
box, she heard footsteps outside. Her heart dropped, she quickly returned everything to where it 
was before and scrambled underneath his bed. She stayed there for what seemed like hours, but 
the footsteps disappeared into the distance, she scrambled from beneath the bed and returned to 
work. She unlocked the box and lo-and-behold, she found exactly what she needed to see, a 
phaser. 


Now, a cadet owning a phaser isn’t an unusual sight, even Ashal owns one, but a scan 
should show if it was used recently. Ashal pulled out her tricorder and scanned the phaser, 
looking for carbon particles that would indicate that the phaser had been recently discharged. 

As her scan completed, she looked at the results, she suddenly felt extremely sick to her 
stomach. The results indicate that the phaser was discharged approximately three days ago, at 
exactly 2047 hours, near the time that Layla would’ve died that night. Ashal had caught him, 
but her investigation wasn’t over, she also thought that there was at least one other accomplice 
helping Henry. After all, Henry isn’t smart enough to kill a person, then be able to cover his 
tracks at the same time. 

As she looked around his room for any sign of a computer panel, she saw a PADD on his 
bed. At this point, Ashal couldn’t be any more happier. She had caught him red-handed with 
enough substantial evidence to warrant an investigation, sans the potential “breaking and 
entering” charges that she would undoubtedly face as well. She ran towards the unkempt bed 
and grabbed the PADD. She used her tricorder and the lessons her Syrannite uncle taught her to 
bypass the PADD’s encryption and get into Henry’s recent communications. As she was 
looking through his contact list, she found a recent communication from a “Luk And’i”, 

Henry’s “right-hand-man” and a notorious conman and liar. The communication mentions a 
“pretty girl” that Henry met at the bar and how she rejected his advances. It goes on to mention 
how Henry got enraged and slammed his hand on the bar table. He was so angry at her that he 
waited outside until she appeared last when all the cadets left. He proceeded to grab her and 
stop her screaming by incapacitating her and letting her drop to the ground. 

When she dropped to the ground, she hit her back on a broken bottle, thereby stabbing 
herself in the spine, severing it and paralyzing her immediately. Henry was so overcome by 
rage and synthale that he beat her until her face was covered with blood, unrecognizable. He 
then stumbled to his quarters at 2345 at night and messaged Luk and explained to him 
everything that happened that night, in graphic detail. Instead of showing disgust for his 
actions, Luk told him that he would help him avoid any prying eyes and even bribe or 
blackmail anyone who dared accuse Henry. 
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The most disturbing message of them all weren’t the ones he sent to Luk, but instead the 
ones he sent to Layla the night of her murder, just before she arrived at the cafe. He only sent 
one message to Layla, and the message would forever haunt Ashal to this day, that message 
was this: 


“You will regret constantly rejecting me.” 


As Ashal was copying this information to an isolinear chip, she heard the doors slide 
open. She jumped and turned to face the door, and saw the last person she was hoping to see, 
Henry Akijaan. Before she could even scream, he soured across the room like a Klingon Targ 
and grabbed Ashal by the throat. As she was gasping for air, he muttered these words, almost as 
if he was possessed: “I will kill you like I killed Layla”. Just as Ashal thought that this would 
be her final moments, she saw the doors open behind her, she saw Jakob standing in the 
doorway with what appeared to be a phaser in his hand. Before she could react, a wild flash of 
red light filled the room for a millisecond, then as she could regather her thoughts, Henry was 
on the floor. 

“Don’t worry, it was set to stun.” said Jakob with a slight waver in his voice. 

“I have all the evidence I need to present to the administration. Even if they are bribed or 
influenced by Gold Squadron, this evidence is too damning to refute. Thank you Jakob, if it 
wasn’t for you, I would’ve probably ended up like Layla.” 

“No problem, I’m just glad I caught you in time. I knew something was wrong when 
you, a Vulcan, didn’t show up on time for an appointment.” said Jakob. 

Ashal laughed, the first time she’s laughed all year. 
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"AFTERMATH" 


1“^ ersonal Log, stardate 47870.35, The court date for Henry and Luk has concluded and 

Henry was charged for the murder of Layla Y’trib and Luk And’i was charged as an accomplice 
to murder. Both have been barred from the academy and will never walk these halls again, and 
Gold Squadron has fell, much to the relief of Jakob. I was punished quite lightly, given just a 
1900 hour curfew. I plan on going back to Vulcan this upcoming break to visit my family and 
my uncle on Raal. This year has been quite a blur so far, and I’m hoping that I can collect my 
thoughts on Vulcan. 

“I’m so glad that Henry’s gone. Never again will anyone suffer from his actions, or the 
actions of Gold Squadron.” said Jakob. 

“Yes, the atmosphere feels so much lighter, everyone seems happier, well, except for the 
old members of Gold Squadron.” said Nult. 

“I still think that we should have interrogated him ourselves , but what Ashal did 

was very brave, much like a warrior.” said K’tok. 

“Thanks, K’tok, but what I did was very illogical in method. I put myself in danger and 
inadvertently put Jakob in danger as well.” said Ashal. 

“Ashal, what you did was very. . . human. I would’ve done the same thing if I was in 
your shoes. And I’m very proud of you, you put yourself in serious danger to find justice for 
Layla and to comfort me. For that, I’m extremely grateful.” said Jakob. 

Nult stands up, bringing his prune juice with him. 

“I say we propose a toast, to justice!” said Nult. 

“Cheers!” 

“Cheers!” 

“Cheers!” 

“Qapla’!” 
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